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The thought of being alone with the French boy
was most exhilarating. She watched him while,
without another word, he was in a boat, had
pushed it towards her and, like a grown man,
with fine ceremony, handed her in. As she
stepped in she glanced about her to see whether
any of the family were near. No sign of any of
them* She fancied that she heard Sarah's voice,
and in a sudden panic pushed from the shore.
Many other boats were now moving, and, in the
distance, they were singing*

* Quickly/ she cried, with delight, * or they
will see us.*

They floated away: the oars touched very
gently the water as though they were whispering
to it their pleasure in the evening* As they moved,
the shore behind them came out, with all the dark
figures* the lights like jolly smiling faces among
the trees, and shadows dancing on the Meadow to
a thin faint tune that was reedy like wind through
wallpaper.

* Where have you been? *

*  In London with an uncle,*

4 And your mother? ' She saw the room, the
beautiful naked woman, her arms raised, the
diamond buckle shining*

*  My mother is dead/

Dead? And at the moment a firework broke
in the sky again, this time a circle of fierce rasp-
ing flame that whistled with the hiss of an angry
cat.

Dead? Judith shivered. Then for these two
years the picture that had transformed her> that had